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At point to swoon, being sick with two days' fast,
And with faint fingers clung upon the rein
And gaped as one athirst with foodless lips
And fair head fainting ; but for very scorn
Was straightway quickened and uplift of heart,
And smote us with her eyes again, and spoke
No weaker word but of her constant mind
To hang and crucify, when time should be,
These now her lords and keepers ; so at last
Beneath these walls she came in with the night,
So pressed about with foes that man by man
We could but bring her at a foot's pace through
Past Kirk of Field between the roaring streets,
Faint with no fear, but hunger and great rage,
With all men's "wrath as thunder at her heel,
And all her fair face foul with dust and tears,
But as one fire of eye and check that shone
With heat of fiery heart and unslaked will
That took no soil of fear.

Prwost.                          What shall be done

When sentence shall pass on her ?

Maitland.                                      By my will

She shall not die nor lose her royal name,
Wherein the council only shall bear rule
And take to its own hand the care to wreak
On her false lord now fled our general wrong,
Who being but overtaken of its sword
Shall be divorced at once from her and life.

Provost, But this shall not content the common will,
Nor theirs who bind and loose it with their tongues